
Tl>6 Tfagta/e - 

Ifeaerlie feaue wife let hcrbe mad , 

/is miferable by tbc-dcathof him, 

As I am made by t% poorc Lord and thf e. 

Come now towards Chertlej with your holy load 
Taken from A4«*/td be interred there : 

And ftil! as you are weary bfthe waight, 

Rcff you whiles I lament King fJenries coarfe. 

Enter Cloctfler, 

^lo. Stay you that^eare the coarfe, and fct it downe. 
La. What blackt Migitian.coniurcs vp this fiend 

To flop denoted charitable deeds ^ 

( 7 /( 7 . Villaiue.fet ddWncthe cbarfe or by Saint?<t»/, 
He make a coarfe oFhim that di^bi^es ? 

G(f». Stand backe and Let the^coflfih paife, 

(7/(7. Vnmanner’d doe, Hand thou ‘^ben I conamaodf 
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Aduance tby Halbert K^icher then tiiybreft, 

Or by 5aint /» 4 »/ilc ftiUcc thee to my fbote, ^ 

And fputne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

L a. What do you tremble, are you all afraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not for you are rooriall, 

And mortall eyes cannot endur c the DiucII i 
Auantthou fearefull miniflcrofhell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not baue therefore be gone, 

G/o. Sweet Saint for charity , bee not fo curft« 

La. Foule diuell, few Gods fake hence and trouble ¥» Wti 

For thou haft ntiadc the happy earth thy hell f 
Fil’d it with curfingcries and deepe exclaimcs, 

Ifthou delight .to VC w thy hanioiis deeds, 

Behold this patternc of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlci^ilfcc,foe dead henries wounds, ; 

Open thcir^igcard mouths and bleed afreflij ■ - 
•Bfufti,blufh,ih©u lumpe of fouledeforfnity* 7 , 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood, , / . , . ,t'; 
From cold and emptie -ecynes where no blowd gweWi^^ | ' 

Thy deed inhumane andvnnatutall, 1 

Proyokes this delilgemo'ft ynuaturdi, u . " . 

Oh God, which this blQudiHad’ft,rcRcngeni$ death 

Oh earth wbichihisblouddriDk 1 l,rcuenge hRdcatb :7 • 

Eit^r hc auw vjiih lightning firike the nauitbep* oca 
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Of earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hcll-gouernd arnschath butchered. 

glo. Lady, you know no rule of charity, 

Which render good for bad , bleflings for curfes, 

£ 4 . Villannc.thou knowft no law otGod, nor man;. 

No beaft fo fierae, but knowes fome touch of pittie, 

Gh But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. O h wondcrfull when dcuils tell the truth, 

GU, More wondcrfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe deuinc perfection of a woman. 

Of thefc fuppofed euils togiue me leauc, 

By circumftancc but to acquit my felfe. 

La, vouchfafe defufed infection of a man. 

For thfe knowne euils but to giuomc leaue. 

By circumftanee to curfe thy cutfed felfe. 

GU. Eaircrthen tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leafure to cxcuft my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart canthinke thee, thou canft make 
No cxculc currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

•Glo. By fuch diipaire I flioiild accufc my felfe. 

La. Andbydifparingfbeuldftthou ftandcxcufde, . 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didfljvnworihy flaughtcrvpon others. 

Gh. Say that 1 flew them not. 

£ 4 . Why then they arc not dead; 

But dead they are and diuelilh flaue by thee* 

(7/4, I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay heisdeadandftaineby Edwards hand. 

La. Iiuhy foule throat thou lieft. Quecne 4^4r^r4f faw 
Thy bloody faukhion fmooking in his bloodt ' 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that my brother beat affi !e the poyiit. 

Glo, I was ptouoked by her flaudetous tongue 
Whichlaidher guilt vponmy guiltlcffe fliouldcrs. 

La. Thou waftprouoked by thy bloody mindc. 

Which neuer jjteanr.t on ought ; but butchcryes : 

Did ft thou not kill this King ? Glo. I grant yeei 
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